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I N 


SEARCH ef HAPPINESS, 


AIR maiden once, the hope of ******'s life, 
Fair woman now, and happy ******'s wife; 
Deeply engag'd in complimental rout, 

Tho' joy within prevent, and noiſe without, 

One {Mort half hour, if poſſible, attend 

With patience to the precepts of a friend. o 


Cold name l the only one you'll now approve ; 


Pale ſpe&re hov'ring o'er the grave of love! 


A 2 Whoſe 


ET 
Whoſe fav'rite care not death itſelf deſtroys, 


For ſtill your happineſs my thoughts employs. 
With care then liſten to the moral lay 


Which points to certain happineſs the way : 
So ſhall no ſtorms your peaceful courſe moleſt, 
No tumults---but from love---invade your breaſt ; 
Diſcord of tatter'd garment fond be far, 
And all the horrors of domeſtic war ; 
Nor Jealouſy, the hag with jaundic'd eye, 
Nor foul Diſtruſt thy bed of bliſs come nigh ; 
But Hymen's torch ſhall blaze from Cupid's fire, 
And only with the lamp of life expire. 

Would you be happy *** r who would not ? 
The with of all, of very few the lot. 
And why of few ? but that they miſs the way, 
And loſt in paths of their own making ſtray. 
Behold the miſer brooding o'er his pelf; 


Curs'd by the pains he takes to bleſs himſelf: 
Hundreds 
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Hundreds on hundreds heap'd increaſe his ſtore, 


But not his happineſs----he pines for more, 

And ſtill would pine, and ſtill his wants bemoan, 
Tho' either India's riches were his own. 

Self- center d fool! the end who would enjoy, 
The proper means muſt carefully employ. 

The lab'ring hind with parſimonious hand 

Collects manure, to ſpread it on the land; 

Spread, wretch, thy muck : fo will the grateful field, 
Pleaſure to glad thy heart and profit yield : 

Nor thine alone---the good no bounds ſhall know, 
But ſprang from thee, to all ſhall overflow ; 


Beauty and ſtrength to nature add; diſpenſe 
The ſtream of gracious Heay'n's benevolence ; 
And give, as far as ſecond cauſes can, 
Delight to God, and happineſs to man. 
The ſoldier would be bleſt---Who labours more 
To dig the mine, and not enjoy the ore? 
RS Pleaſure 


BE 
Pleaſure and life itſelf, ſo dear to all, 


He ſcorns, a ſlave to Honour's ſacred call. 


Vain phantom like thoſe vapours in the meads, 
Whoſe pale cold light the traveller nuſleads. 


To ſtem the torrent of oppreſſive wrong, 


Tho' wealth and pow'r ſupport th' oppoſing throng ; 
When Vice triumphant reigns, by none withſtood, 
To ſtand, and dare be ſingularly good; 

Ready with joy for each endearing tye, 

Wife, children, friends, or liberty to dye; 

Are virtues far beneath a heroe's views: 

Sublimer tracks his ſoaring thought purſues, 

And wildly takes its viſionary flight, 

Beyond the realm of Reaſon's ſober light. 

Loſt in the blaze of Glory's bright career, 

Madneſs before, and Horror in the rear.“ 

Cities he'd ſack, and mighty battles gain; 

The fatherleſs and widows weep in vain. 


Thoulands 


11 
Thouſands to feed his deathleſs fame muſt dye, 
Thouſands, ſtill worſe, muſt live in miſery. 


Inſatiate yet, from public woe he turns, 

And with domeſtic rage his boſom burns: 
Slain by his hand, a friend, a brother bleeds, 
In vain Affection calls, and Reaſon pleads, 
In vain his country's wholſome laws reſtrain, 
And Conſcience ſhakes her air- drawn ſword in vain: 
Honour commands; he at her frantic nod, 
Gives up his friends, his country, and his God. 
And is he bleſt? this race of glory run, 
Remorſe and ſorrow cloud his ſetting ſun: 
With unavailing grief he blames the choice 


His folly urg d, and hears too late the voice 
Of Reaſon with Religion join'd, proclaim, 
That Honour without HonesTyY is SHAME. 
Thus all mankin'd examin'd one by one, 


All felf-miſled, are found to be undone. 


ES 1 
As thoſe who wand'ring o'er a plain by night, 


Some to the left, and others to the right, 
All err alike, and from their purpoſe ftray, 
In the ſame error loſt a diff rent way : 
Thro' life the heedleſs ſons of men no leſs 
Miſtake the paths which lead to happineſs. —_ 

May you, fair *******, led by Wiſdom's hand, 
On philoſophic heights ſecurely ſtand, 
And looking down, the ſcatter d throng ſurvey, 
Rambling in ſearch of life's uncertain way ; 
Creeping with care, or galloping without it; 
The fools quite ſure they're right; the wiſe who doubt it ; 
Old, young ; poor, rich ; mean-ſprited, and brave ; 
Man, woman; prieſt, and layman; king, and ſlave 
Dildaining all the clue of Reaſon's thread, 
And in life's labyrinth by choice miſled. 

But chief, 2.49, wah attention view 
Thoſe tracks, your wand'ring ſex's ſteps purſue : 
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Learn from their errors what are Reaſon's rules, 
And purchaſe wiſdom at the coſt of fools. 

Fair, witty, in the bloom of ſixteen years, 
The eager maiden on the ſtage appears: 
Taught, that to make life's happineſs compleat, 
The beſt of huſbands 1s a ſure receipt ; 
She, as the mother tutors, plays her tricks, 
Some ſhallow eye· lead ſimpleton to fix. 
On merit's claim ſhe ne'er beſtows a thought, 
As gold, or titles tempt, her heart is caught; 
Or ſprightly nonſenſe ; or as ſ1x-feet-high, 
Or any thing (but worth) attract her eye. 


Her man ſhe gains---and with it gains to know, 


Virtue alone can happineſs beſtow. 


Plagu' d with a vicious or a ſurly lord, 


How faint the joys her wealth and rank afford? 


How earneſtly ſhe'd with with all to part, 
To mend her huſband's temper or his heart! 


B 


But 
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But ſome there are, who chooſe a wiſer plan; 
And ere they wed, examine well the man: 


And ſuch would ſurely lead moſt happy lives, 
In marrying, if they thought of being wives: 


But luſt of pow'r, and hatred of controul, 


Poſſeſs too often woman's little ſoul. 

Hence high conceits ariſe engend ring pride, 
Religion's laws and Nature's ſet aſide, 

The ſcepter ſhe aſſumes with daring hand, 


Or thinks at leaſt that neither ſhould command. 
In paradiſe this thirſt of pow'r began, 


And Eve in hopes of ruling, ruin'd man. 
Dominion from ſuperior Knowledge flows : 
Hence the tree's interdicted taſte aroſe. 
Deluded mother ! and deluded they 

Her daughters, who the ſame forbidden way 
Purſuing, in their wiſdom think to find 

Pleaſures beyond the bounds which God aſſign d. 
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The mad attempt to ſure confuſion leads ; 


Debate and broil, not happineſs ſucceeds; 
And the weak victim of domeſtic ſtrife, 


Becomes a ſlave, who ſcorn'd to be a wife. 


What Reaſon cannot teach, Experience may: 


A Woman to be happy muſt OBE v. 


THE END. 
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